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M E N. 
Lord Hartwell . Mx. Barrymore. 
Sir Richard Evergreen Mr. Parſons. 
EE EG on «conn ere rr es Mr. Dodd. 


Sam. (a Poſlillion) nb .. Mr. Burion 


ö. Mifs Phillips. 
Miſs Dorothy Evergreen... . . Mrs. Hopkins 


Roſe. . (an Irijh Waiting-Maid). . Mrs. Wrighten 


Servants, &c. 


The Double Diſguiſe. 


SOT: 2 
SONG. Tinfd. 


I. 
OU may talk as you pleaſe of grandeur and 

| pow, | | 

But, give me a plenty of caſn: 
Tis money alone will enliven each hour, 

Tho' gravity calls it but traſh. 
For money the lawyers call forth all their wit, 
And the law for your uſe turn all ways; 
For money the judges at Weſtminſter fit : 

Then to money be given all praiſe. | 
— IT. 


fa „re = 
W n 5 Ly 


F e 
” — 
N Y 


1 Hh 
{iS £5 Es 
= : * 
* 2 al ** 


4 


II. 
'\ When ſickneſs prevails, and the doctor you ſee, | 
| Then the value of money both feel. 2 
When a tinker, turn'd preacher, |high-mounted 
you ſee ; 

*Tis money inſpires his 2251 — 
O.ur lords and great men on the woolpack diſplay 
All their eloquence, monies to raiſe: 

If ever the national debt they ſhou'd pay, 
Then to 9 be us all praiſe, 


. 2 9 ＋·˖[' ” 
: LE DEI Fr a * » r 
. 3 SANTA ls ce Re EEG AT - r 1 
NN wg LY Fg I gs OR SI OO Dre o a Ine — = 
"OP * 5 3 55 - N * 8 — E 
* 1 5 þ 1 6 Hs wg... 
. „ 0 8 n : : 5 5 ene & 
* bs a 4 TOW FI PTE * " * V4 33 8 
— > > 4 if. 9 1 4 5 A we 
: a * on . . ax nes CLIN = a Pip 
a * * N — — — 9 n a 
P * — 1 
ws "0, "Ve 
2 : 


. ** 

ora eee 

n 
12 en a 4 


2 : 


SONG. Tinſt. 


I can dance, and ſing, and chatter, 

I can flirt, and I can flatter; 
Then why ſhou'd the lady refuſe me: 

I can ſhake my elbow neatly, 
1 can drive a Pheton ſweetly ; 

Pray ſhew me a lord that outdoes me. 

Small talk, to be ſure, they expeRt from a lord; 
With ſmall talk, I fancy, I'll fit them: 

White teeth they expect and at every word, 


Thus ſimp ring, their, beauty ſhall hit them. 
9 SONG, 
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In vain I ſhun all ſocial joys : 
For here I meet the tyrant Love, 
Whoſe cruel dart my peace deſtroys. 


In vain I ſeek the lonely grove 5" 1 
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Each pretty young miſs, with a lon g heavy purſe, 


Is courted, and flatter'd, and eaſily had: 
She longs to be taken for better or worſe, 

And quickly elopes with an Iriſh lad=—  \ 
To be my ſhe don't like a briſk- Iriſh ad. 

II. 

The * view forfaken for bottle or 4 

Her dreſs all-neglefied, and fighing and ſad, - 
Finds delight in ſweet Rees, and _— her 

ſigs 

For the ad chat of an I rin 1 

To be 5 the don't like a briſk Iriſh lad. 
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The widow, in ſorrow, declines the ſweet joys 
Ol public amuſement, in ſable all clad. 
The widow her twelvemonth in forrow employs 3 
Then haſten to church with an Iriſh lad, 
To be ſure ſhe don't like a briſk Iriſh lad. 
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SON G. Emih. 

When firſt I met young Henry's eyes, 

His boſom heav'd with tender ſighs; 

His eyes fo bright, and ſighs did move 

My heart, to give him love for love. > of 

eo I 90 LISLE 400 
But when my praiſe he ſweet y ſung > DHA 
Such honey d words dropp'd from his tongue: 
In vain againſt ſuch charms I ſtrove. 

I gave my Henry love for love. 
5 745 i e ls 1911 

If truth adorns the gentle ſwa inn 
No more of fate ſhall he complain: 8 
While all my actions fondly prove, 3 * 5 7 

1 give my Henry love for lo rwe. | 
172 Os SONG. 
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ö 8 ON G. Tord Hartwell. 


When beauty's ſmiling queen alone, 

| Prepares the filken chain of love, 

The ſlave not long Love's pow'r ſhall own: 
For time will beauty's chain remove. 

But when Minerva lends her aid; — . 

With myſtic charms each link is join'd. 
Tho' light as roſy wreaths they're made, 

Enſlav'd for life they hold mankind. 
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G LE E. Lord Hartwell, Emily, and Rofe.- 
Fair Truth, thou bright auſpicious pow'r, 
To thee we humbly bend the knee; 
' *Tisthine to bleſs th' hymenial hour. 
All focial joys we ſeek in the. 
Thy ſmile ſerene ſhall 'cheer our way, 
Tho' clouds or ſtorms ſhou'd intervene - - / 
Thy ſmile, fair Truth, ſhall bleſs each day, 
And brightly gild each future ſcene. 
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J. 
On the lake of Killarney, I firſt 9 the lad 


Who with ſong and with bagpipe could make my 


| heart glad: 

And his hair was ſo red, and his eyes. were ſo 
bright 

They ſhone like the ſtars in a cold froſty night— 

So tall and ſo ſtraight my dear Paddy was ſeen— 

Oh, he look'd like the fairies that ande on the 
green. 


*4 On the lake of Killarney I firſt ſaw the lad 


Who with ſong and with bagpipe could make. 
my year, glad. | 


IT. 


II. 


All che girl of Killarney wore green willow 
tree 


When firſt my dear Paddy * love takin to me; 
Oh he ſung, and he danc'd, and he won my 


fond heart: 
And to ſave his dear life with my own I wou'd 
part. 


On the lake of Eten Kc. 
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How ſwift our time vil paſs along 

When Hymen crowns our bliſſes— 
The hours we'll tell with cheerful ſong, 
The minutes count by kiſſes. 


Il. 


We'll tabs and ſing, we'll ſport and ry, 
| No joy like lovers blifſes— 

With melting muſic wake the day— 
And keep the time with kiſſes, 
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ONG ws DUET. 


Lord Hortwell and Emily. 


Hark, my fair, thro! every buſh, 
Songs of rapture fill the grove ; 


The linnet ſweet and tuneful thruſh, 


Emily. 


Warble tales of mutual love. 
Songs of rapture fill the grove, 
Warbling tales of mutual love. 


II. 


Hark, o'er yonder flow'ry plain, 
How ſweetly cooes the plaintive dove, 


The ſimple dove my thoughts explain: 


All innocence and mutual love. 


How ſweetly cooes the plaintive dove, 
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Both 5 


All inn6cence and mutual love. 


III. 


May Cupid hear our vows of truth, 
And grant thoſe vows propitious prove. 


No joy 1 wiſh in age or youth, 


Unbleſt with-thee and mutual love. 
SON G. 


SON G. Lord Hartwell. 
== 


Ah why, my love, that falling tear 
My tender doubts and fears remove: 

If thou art juſt, I till am dear, 
While true to thee and true to love. 


IT. 
What tho' no title grace my name, 
If you my artleſs flame approve :_ 
Such gaudy trifles I diſclaim ; 
Still true to thee and true to love. 
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SO N G. Roſe. 
1. 


For the graſſy turf o'erhung with willow, 
Where reeds and oziers fringe the lake. 


At early dawn ] left my pillow, 


One among the merry maids to make ; 


The firſt of May, 
So blithe and gay, 


Where the merry, merry maids a Maying go. 


II. 
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II. 


One drooping willow form'd a bower— 


Where Paddy's voice ſoon caught my ear; 
The morn was ſweet, and ſoft the hour, 
But ſweeter far his ſong to hear. 
Of me he ſung, 
My praiſes rung, 
Where the merry, merry maids a Maying go. 


5 III. 


When troops of village lads and laſſes, 
Hail'd and crown'd me queen of May, 


Thy charms, he cry'd, all charms ſurpaſſes ; 


So ſhall my love feel no decay. 
Then vows of truth 
I pave the youth, | 
Where the merry, merry maids a Maying go. 
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SONG. Enih. 


Amidſt a thouſand ſighing ſwains, 
Ne'er hope one true to find 
Soft tales of love, and artful ſtrains 

Oft hide a fickle mind * 
Each hill, each grove, 1 
Where lovers rove; 

Each purling ſtream, each wootitidl ſhade, 
All, all declare, 

How falſe men are, - | 16d 1 

How temales are by. love betray "YL | 
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Emily. 
What words can't expreſs, 
You may read in my eyes, 
For love to exceſs— 
Will admit no diſguiſe, 
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Lord Horiel. 


10 told my fond . I 
And you pity'd my "fighs ; 

May love thus prevail - 225 = 
Over 0 * VV 


| Sir Richard. os 


7-6 92:3 5 
But you're not over wiſe, . I . 
; 8 0969 HET 7 
On friends to intrude, | > BS 
With furtbgr:diiguiſe. ,. „ -- 
, — SEES : „ 
Rofe. b ilig 7. 
Thoſe friends to our cauſe, . „„ 


J moſt humbly adviſe, e nen ee 
To crown with appplauſe 
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CHORUS. 


Thoſe friends to dur cauſe, 7 
We moſt humbly adviſe, i 
To crown with applouſe - 
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